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One 


He had more money than he ever had, more than he ever thought it possible to have. "Sweet Child O'Mine" 
was the number one song on the charts, a twisted little love song that he wrote, with help from the others, 
of course. But this song started as two things, his poem to Erin that he was serious about, trying to get down 
in words the feelings and emotions he had for her, like Elton John said in "My Song" and he's tried to follow 
ever since when he writes things, trying to get it down in words. Trying to bleed on the page, trying to dissect 
his brainwaves for some spaced out kid in MTV land to digest. It started as that and Slash's circus riff, 
circular and building and that Slash was prepared to just throw away. Izzy and Duff and even Steven helped 
rescue that little riff from the trash heap, but it was his words and voice that pushed that song into the 


hearts and minds of America, and beyond America. 


So he was rich, in his mind, not yet understanding that there were levels of success and wealth that went way 
beyond what he had now, but to a kid whose family had red meat once a week and casseroles that stretched 
out the thin dollars the rest of the week, to a kid whose family was only allowed to shop at Kmart when there 
were sales, to a kid whose mother had to clip every coupon she ever came across, he was rich. And now that 
he had the money to buy the things he wanted what did he want? A week in a nice hotel with enough heroin 


to tranquilize a horse. 


He took the girl who fascinated the shit out of him, Monique, or Barbie Von Grief as she sometimes liked to be 
known, his sweet Rocket Queen. She looked at him with her big doe eyes and that mouth that he just wanted 
to taste and bite. He offered her a week of getting high in luxury and she smiled and took his hand. He couldn't 
go with Erin. Erin didn't do heroin. Erin hardly even drank more than two glasses of wine when they went out. 
She didn't even smoke cigarettes. Erin was innocent and sheltered and sweet, and he loved her and felt safe 
with her and wanted to protect her from everything, from drugs, from men, from the world, and even 
himself. But he wasn't loyal or faithful to her, although he expected that from her. So he left her to her 


modeling shoots and he went to the rougher side of Sunset where Barbie was planning her world domination. 


The hotel he chose was mid-level with marble lobbies and high backed chairs and granite topped reception 
desks. He wore jeans tucked into cowboy boots with real snakeskin, and a T-shirt and a vest, his long red hair 
straight and falling over his shoulders. Barbie had insisted on putting a layer of purple eye shadow across his 
eyelids because, "| like you that way," She wore a black mini-skirt and a shirt with spaghetti straps, black 


boots, and charcoal eye make-up. 


He checked them in and they went up in the shiny elevator, the buttons all lit up like a Christmas tree. They 
went down the carpeted hall to their room, Barbie's ankles almost twisting in her high-heeled boots. She leaned 
against him and laughed, and he smiled. He was in a good mood, a great mood. A whole week of no one 
bothering him stretched out in front of him. A whole week of floating away, of feeling the intense pleasure 
that heroin could bring. 


Inside the room Barbie kicked her boots off, and he set the suitcase on the bed and popped it open. Bags of 


heroin, gleaming new syringes and shiny spoons, cotton balls, all the works. 


‘lm gonna smoke on the balcony,” she said, meaning cigarettes, and Axl joined her. The pleasures of the heroin 


could wait, it was enough that they were here, cut off from the world. 
"Where's Erin?" Barbie said, inhaling her smoke, making smoke rings, leaning back in the white plastic chair. 


"Home," Axl said, not upset at her question. She didn't want a relationship with him, and had in fact rejected 
him in that regard over and over until he couldn't stand it, until he wanted her with every fiber of his being, 


until he tattooed her face on his arm beneath his own name. 


"Does she know what a bad boy you're about to be?" she said, her voice syrupy and teasing. Her eyes, beneath 
all the dark make-up, glistened with barely concealed sadism. She was sadistic. The first time he had ever let 
someone tie him up, it was her. The first time he ever knew how close pleasure could get to pain was because 


of her. 


"No," he said, ducking his head. There was a lot that Erin didn't know. 


